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Stormy Nights 


Lightning flashed, briefly illuminating the dark room. A second later, a deep rumble of thunder followed. 
Fumbling around, Dave cursed as he slammed his foot into a wayward table leg. There had to be candles 
somewhere. He knew they had them, left over from that time Junior had wanted to get kinky with hot wax. 
That memory eased the pain of his stubbed toes; perhaps such a godawful night was a good time to recreate 
it? 


Another flash, another rumble, another bawled curse. Scrabbling through the bare kitchen drawers, he finally 
found them, the white stubs rolling around at the back. 


Then it came, the sound of rain lashing the windows. Looking up, he watched as it fell in sheets, the orange 
glow of a streetlight catching the downpour. Pressed onto a cracked plate, the candles were finally lit, their 
feeble flames not doing much for the murky night. Storm, plus power cut, plus empty apartment equaled 


every horror movie he'd ever seen and a shiver of fear flicked down his spine. 


Resting the plate beside his favourite beanbag, Dave fumbled around for his cigarettes and beer. Like hell was 
he going to sit in an empty apartment with nothing for company. He didn't know what was lurking in the 
shadows. Grabbing the ashtray, he settled down, eyes on the door, a cigarettes stuck between his lips and a 


beer dangling from his fingers. Perfect. If any drenched psycho tried to get in, he'd be ready, possibly drunk, 
and definitely armed, even if it was with just an empty bottle. 


The storm kept on rolling through, the sound of the rain making him shiver. It wasn't in a bad way, more of a 
sound which quietened his permanently chattering brain. The thunder and lightning he could do without. The rain 
he'd most definitely keep. 


Shuffling down into his seat, Dave closed his eyes, lazily puffing on the cigarette. Outside, the thunder seemed 


to be moving onwards, leaving the downpour behind. 


His reflexes reacted as the door crashed open, the half empty bottle of beer whirling its way towards the 
shadowy figure that all but fell through the door. The bottle crashed into the wall beyond them, glass and 


booze smearing across the already stained floor. 
"What the fuck?!" the shadow howled, arms flailing. "Why the fuck are you tossing bottles at me, asshole?!" 


Junior! Hauling himself to his feet, Dave grabbed the candles and held them aloft. His normally honey coloured 
hair hung in thick, dark ringlets, water streaming from it and to his already soaked clothes. Fuck, water even 
dripped from his prominent nose. He looked like a drowned rat. Fuck, drowned rats probably looked better. They 
sure as hell didn't have the "Get the fuck out of my way, moron" look on their faces. 


Stepping guiltily to one side, he let David squelch by, shiny wet footprints being left in his wake. The bedroom 


door slammed, followed by it being reopened. 
"Don't just stand there. Get me a fuckin’ towel!" 


There wasn't much he could say really. He'd been curled up in the apartment all safe and dry while Junior had 
been pounding the streets, trying to sell drugs so they could eat. From the looks of it, it didn't look like he'd 
been very successful. Not unless he'd dumped the food on his way home, in which case there'd be "words" 


once the little bitch was warm and dry. 


Grabbing the only two towels they owned, he walked into the bedroom and set the candles beside the bed, 
Growling and cursing, David fought with his clothes, the sodden material clinging to his skinny frame. Copious 


amounts of water and skinny jeans didn't mix it seemed. 


Reaching out, he quietly stilled the struggling man. Anger filled eyes looked at him, David's lips already curling 
back to give him another mouthful. He became still when Dave said nothing, the tension in his body beginning to 


unwind. 


Gently Dave began to peel away the clothes, dropping them into a pile beside the door. Suddenly naked, David 
shivered, arms wrapping around himself. Picking up a towel, he silently began to dry his boyfriend, winding one 
around his dripping hair. Nothing needed to be said; it was all in the gentle touches and the reassuring silence. 


Yeah, he could stand up to what he'd done, stand up to the fact that he'd sent his lover out on a night when 


storms had been predicated. Now he had to make up for it and if that meant being a little more attentive, 
then so be it. 


Carefully he dried his boyfriend, fingers ghosting over ribs and flanks, along slender, strong thighs before 
whispering over David's flat stomach. Beneath his touches David chuckled and shuddered. 


"Keep that up and I'll-" he whispered. 

"You'll what?" David breathed. 

Lips kissed his cheek and the towel was eased from his fingers. "Ill have to take you to bed" 

Dave grinned and grabbed the sodden clothes. "Get dressed ar I'll see you in a minute." 

In the light of the candles, he saw David smile, a twinkle making an appearance in his eyes. 

Dumping the drenched mess beside the bathroom, he collected another beer and crashed on to the couch. A 
few moments later, the gentle flicker of light made its way back into the room. It was set beside the couch 
and a welcome body eased itself beside him. Arms went around his waist and lips nuzzled his throat. A warm 
feeling began to rise in his belly, a feeling which made him safe and secure. Looping an arm around Junior's 
shoulders, he pulled the smaller man to him. They curled together, two peas in a pod, fitting perfectly side by 
side. It was something he'd always marveled about them, about just how perfect they were together. It was 
like he'd walked into a store and picked out the most sublime boyfriend anyone could wish to have. Caring, 
loving, gentle, understanding and with just enough spice to his fire, David was as wonderful as they came. Dave 
couldn't have asked for more. 


"Sorry for tossing that bottle at you" 


Junior's arms tightened around him, lips gently tugging at his lobe. "s alright. You didn't hit me. Why'd you do 
it?" 


"You spooked me, that's all." 


A soft chuckle brushed over his ear, fingers dancing along the hem of his t-shirt. Outside, the rain continued 
to fall, slowly easing, slowly dying away. 


"Why'd | spook you? Weren't expecting someone else, were you?" David chuckled. 
"Yeah." Dave felt himself laugh, a deep belly rumble of a laugh. "Freddy Krueger.” 
He felt a shiver run through David. Placing the bottle on the floor, Dave swung his legs onto the couch and 


tugged David into his arms. Willingly his mate snuggled down, head against Dave's chest, arms still around him. 
Gently he ran his fingers along David's spine. 


"That thought scare you, huh?" 
Again David shivered. "On a night like tonight, yeah." 
"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." David curled closer to him and he tightened his arms around the honey-blonde. His hair was still damp, 
brushing against Dave's throat. 


He loved moments like this, when all was quiet and they could just be together, warm and comfortable. Silently 


Dave hoped for more power outages, enjoying the feeling of having a slightly scared David in his arms. 
"Anythin' | can do to make ya feel better?" 
For a moment David was quiet. "Stay with me?" he softly asked. 


"Can do." Gently Dave brushed a finger down his lover's cheek, lifting the dark eyes to his own. "Not gonna go 


anywhere." 
Through the shadows, he watched David smile. "Thanks." 


Between his legs, David shifted and lips sought out his own. Feather soft kisses were exchanged and he let out 
a sigh, drawing David to his knees. Arms looped around his neck, fingers tangling in his hair. Dave let his hands 
slide down his lover's back, coming to rest in the small of his back. He wanted them to lose their clothes, to 
fuck there and then as the storm blew itself out. But he couldn't bring himself to force the issue, not when 
his sexy boyfriend was gifting him with tender kisses and peaceful cuddles. Dave wanted to savour the 


moment, to remember it forever. 


David's tongue pressed to his lips, sweeping over them, tasting and memorising them. With a sigh, Dave opened 
up, mouth pressed to David's as they explored each other as they had done so many times before. Yet even 
now, so many months after they had first fallen into each others arms, the gentle kisses and hushed whispers 
continued to still the monster within. 


Groaning, he swept his hands to David's face, cupping his jaw as they kissed. He wanted everything the younger 
man had to offer, wanted to feel the spirit that emanated from his soul. The kisses became deeper, more 


sensual, each battling for control. Teeth nipped at his lips and the metallic taste of blood touched his tongue. 


Pulling back, he panted, gazing at the shadowy figure that straddled his legs. The candles had burned low, 
threatening to go out. 


"We gotta eat," he murmured. "Did you get any cash?" 


David chuckled and wriggled against his legs. "Yeah, | got cash. But | could always eat you if you like?" 


Outside a rumble of thunder trundled through the air as the storm cycled back toward them. The sound of 
the rain picked up, pounding against the windows and sending shivers down his spine. Lips found his throat again, 
kissing and licking, and hands groped at his clothing. Grinning, he returned to the honey in his lap, gifting him 
with kisses and gentle touches. For now, they'd ride out the storm, feasting on one another. 


